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Flesh Fair 


"Will you just go the fuck to sleep." 


It was some time after midnight and, after a long day sticking his face in front of cameras in the name of 


promotion, all Dave wanted to do was sleep. But there was little chance of that. 


A young, lithe man with waves of blonde hair writhed on the bed. Dave knew what he wanted. He wanted to get 
off, which was why he was humping the sheets in a blatant show of lust. 


Sighing, Dave rolled onto his front and buried his face in the pillows. He let out a low growl as the bed creaked 
beside him. Why? Why had he gone to that market and come back with a guy who was barely in his twenties? 


Because he wanted company? Or because he wanted a challenge? 


Dave had to admit it, Jerry was beautiful. All long limbs and hair that swept down to the dip in his back. He'd 


been a prime example at the market. A god amongst men. And Dave had felt the need to have him. 


The markets were bi-annual and were as underground as you could get. Literally. They were held in a disused 


tunnel beneath LA's Union Station. No one knew they were there, and would only find out if they were invited. 


Which was rare. You had to know someone to know someone. 


Known as Flesh Fairs, the markets were an array of young men in their early twenties who were looking for 
sugar daddies, or to make it big, or to have someone to pleasure. Normally naked, they'd be waiting for the 

hoards of men to arrive. Once purchased, they were given a collar with a name tag and unique ID number. If 
they were ever kicked out, abused, or, God forbid, murdered, then the original buyer could be tracked down 


Not that Dave was planning to do any of that. He'd paid just under two million for Jerry and was planning to 
keep him forever. Or until the young man decided he wanted to move on. Their contract was initially for two 
years. After that, they'd return to the Flesh Fair to renew, or annul, it. After that, it was Jerry's decision as 


to whether he walked free or stood once more on the auction block. 


The money from his sale, approximately half of it, went into an escrow account until the contract renewal 
came up. During that time it would earn a good chunk of interest. Enough, probably, to keep Jerry comfortable 


for many years. 


But damn.. Jerry was incessant. His mouth, and his sex drive, were nearly always on the go. That would be the 
youthful hormones and Dave suspected that he was the same once upon a time. Add blatant rebelliousness 
into the mix and Jerry could, at times, be more than a handful. Dave suspected that the younger man liked 


feeling various implements against his ass. 

The sheets shifted beneath him as Jerry pulled them closer. The moans were growing louder and Dave could 
feel the heat in the room growing. Rolling onto his side, he lifted the covers and placed a sharp spank to the 
other man's ass. 


"Sleep! Now! Please!" 


Of course that wasn't going to do a damn fucking thing other than drive Jerry a litte crazier. The rubbing and 


humping and groaning increased and Dave heard a whimper of Please, Master. 
Finally he murmured, "What do you want?" 


"Let me ride you, Master." Warm breath tickled his cheek before lips gave him the gentlest of kisses. A hand 


wrapped around his semi-hard cock and gave it a soft stroke. "Let me make you feel good" 


"IFs nearly one in the morning” Dave could hear the weariness in his voice. But he knew that he'd have to give 


in. It had been several days since they'd last had sex and even he was feeling the strain. 
Rolling onto his back, he pulled the younger man on top of him. There was the soft jingle as the tag of the 
collar rattled and a warm, slender body settled on his hips. His hands slid over those long legs and rock-solid 


thighs before settling at Jerry's waist. 


"Make it worth my while," he purred, "and I'l make it very worth your while later." 


He knew that, in the darkness, Jerry would be smiling. Because the younger man may have been a pain in the 


ass, but he was Dave's pain in the ass and Dave would look after him no matter what was going on. 


His hands roamed over the younger man's body as Jerry impaled himself on Dave's cock. They moved 
together, their voices becoming one as the night melted away. They could have been anywhere just enjoying 


one another's company. 


Dave could feel his head swimming as Jerry gave in to both of their desires. He was older, fatter, grey. He 
was slowing down and becoming boring as the sun began to set on his life. But the man above him, the man 
who rode him, had everything ahead of him and if Dave could give him a head start then so be it. He hadn't 
bought Jerry for the prestige of having someone young on his arm. Nor had it been purely for companionship. 
Sure, it hadn't been for purely altruistic reasons but, over the course of attending several Flash Fairs, he'd 
never laid eyes on anyone quite like Jerry. There'd been something about the man's spirit that had called to 
him. And, thankfully, the younger man seemed to like him, too. 


The air around them had grown heavier and Dave rolled his hips, thrusting himself deeper into Jerry. He felt 
fucking incredible and he hoped that the younger man was feeling the same. It shouldn't have mattered, not 
with Jerry being a paid-for slave. But Dave wanted the other man to connect with him. Wanted him to feel the 
love and adoration that he himself felt for the blonde man, Sliding a hand up Jerry's young, slender body, he 
allowed his fingers to sweep over the smooth metal of the collar. His fingers wrapped around it and gently 


pulled the other man's mouth to his own. 


There was a year left on the contract. Twelve short months for them to decide whether Jerry would renew 
for another two years. Dave had already made up his mind. He hoped that his beautiful, loud, rebellious, brash, 
handful of a slave felt the same way. 


